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The Hifiorieoj King Lear, - 

Effefts of curtefie, dues of gratitude, 

T hy halfe of the kingdomc, haft thou not forgot 
Wherein I thee indow’d. 

Reg. Good fir too’ th purpofe. 

Lear. Who put my man i’th ftockes ? 

Duke. What trumpets that ? Enter Steward. 

Regs l know’t my fillers, this approues her letters. 

That lhe would foonebe here, is your Lady come ? 

Lear. This is a ftaue, whofe eafie borrowedfpride 
Dwelsin the fickle grace ofher , a follovves, 

Out varlet, from my fight. 

D uke. What meanes your Grace ? Fnt tr Con. 
gon. Who ftruckmy feruant,fog*»i haue good hope 
Thou didft not know ant. 

Lear. Who comes here ? O heauens ! 

If you doe loue old men, if you fweet fway allow 
Obedience, ifyour fellies are old,makeit your caule. 

Send downe and take my part. 

Art not aiham’d to looke vpon this beard? 

O Regan wilt thoutake her by the .hand? 

got. Why not by the hand fir,howhaue I offended? 

Als not offence that indifcrcti on finds. 

And dotage tearmesfo. 

Lear. Ofides you are too tough, 

Will you yet hold ? how came my man it h ftockes . 

Dak*. I fet him there fir, but his ownc diforders 
Oeferud much lefleaduancement, 

Lear. You, did you? 

Reg, I pray you father being weake leeme to. 

If till the expiration of your moneth, 

Y<>u will retume andfoiorne with my filter, 

Difmifllnghalfe your traine, come then tome, 

I am now from home, and out ofthatprouifion. 

Which (hall be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear, ft eturne to her, and fiftic men dihnilt, 

No rather I abiure all rcofes, and chufe 
To wa°-e againft the enmitie of the Ayre, 

To be l Comrade with the Woolfe and owle, ffid{ • 
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The HtUorie of King Lear . 

Neceffities Jharpc pinch, returne with her. 

Why the hot blouq in France, that dowerlcs 

Tooke our yongeft borne, I could as well be brought 

To knee his throne, and Squire-like penfion bag. 

To keepe bafe life afoot, returne with her, 

Perfwade me rather to be ftaue and fumter 
To this detefted groome. 

gon. Atyourchoifefir. 

Lear. Now I prithee daughter do not make memad, 

I will not trouble thee my child,fare well, 

Wee’le no moremeete, no more fee one another. 

But yet thou art my flelh, my bloud,my daughter, 

Or rather a difeafe that lies vi'itliin my flelh. 

Which I muft needs call mine, thou art a bile, 

A plague fore, an imbofled carbuncle in my 
Corrupted bloud, but lie not chide thee. 

Let lhame come when it will,Idoe not call it, 

I doe not bid the thunder bearer Ihoote, 

Nor tell tailes of thee to high Iudging lone. 

Mend when thou canft, be better atthy leafure, 

I can be patient, I can ftay vnthRegan, 

I and my hundred Knights. 

Reg. Not altogether fo fir, I looke not for you yet. 

Nor am prodded for your fit welcome, 

Giue eare fir to my filler, for thofe 
That mingle reafon with your palfion, 

Muft be content to thinke you are old,and fo. 

But lhe knowes what Ihee does. 

Lear. Is this well fpoken now ? 

Reg. I dare auouch it fir, what fiftic followers. 

Is it not well, what Ihould you need of more. 

Yea or fo many, fith that both charge and danger 
Speakes gainftfo great a number, how in a houfe 
Should many people vnder two commands 
Hold amytie, tis hard,almoft impoffible. ' 

gon, Why might not you my Lord receiue attendacc 
From thofe that lhe cals fcruants,or from mine ? 

Reg. Why not my Lord ‘.if then they chanc’ftto flackeyou, 
^fcouldcontrowle them,if you will come to me, 
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